till the very last minute, though of course they had
already guessed what was to come. The old pensioners
who had served so loyally throughout the siege were
sadly disappointed. As natives of Oudh they had
hoped to return in triumph to their own villages,
instead of leaving the country, as they feared, for
ever, with the prospect of long marches for which
most of them were unfitted by infirmity or age.
It was planned that each exterior line should
retire through its supports, as if a gigantic sock, with
its open top at the Dilkusha and its toe at the
farthest corner of the Residency, w^ere being pulled
inside out. Thus the old garrison would retire first,
then Havelock's force in the palaces, passing through
the advanced posts of Sir Colin's command at the
Moti Mahal and the Mess House 5 these would fall
back next, followed by the detachments at the Shah
Najaf, and all in turn would pass the last line of
infantry and artillery, under Sir Colin in person,
which was waiting by the Sikandarbagh with guns
loaded and portfires lighted to crush the enemy if
they dared to follow up the retreating pickets. The
operation was one of extreme delicacy, which would
depend for success on silence and perfect liaison
between the adjoining posts.
The retreat began at midnight, the lights being
left burning in the entrenchment for the enemy to
see. Inglis and Outrain stood with Captain Wilson,
Lieutenant Barwell, the Brigade Major, and Lieu-
tenant Birch, watching each separate garrison
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